162

et That niece of Miss Kingsley's back again/- said
Patrick.

" I know that," said James.

" But Claudie doesn't/'

Claude thought of saying that he did, but changed his
mind.

" He's blushing," said Pat.

" I ain't! "

ft Oh, I beg pardon! I saw your face go like the rind
of a Dutch cheese instead of the inside o't, so I thought
perhaps you were blushing. Wrong, I dare say."

Realizing that it was prejudicial to grind his teeth, Claude
restrained himself, and put on a fine air of incredulity.

" How do you know she's back ?   Who told you ? "

" Miss Boord at the shop told Sarah, and Sarah told me;
and James had It from old Vine, who lives opposite Miss
Kingsley, and can see into her parlour when he stands on
the table. What more would you have ? "

Apparently all Claude wanted more Was another cup
of tea.

" I wonder why she left her husband/" said James.

" Because he behaved like a brute, I expect/' said Mss
Wellings, glaring at her table full of males.

" Gave her a licking/' suggested Biackman, the carter,
who often bestowed such favours on his wife. " Women
never knows how to taake their fust licking, surelye 1"

** Went off with another gal, more likely/' grinned
Patrick; " and I don't blame him much. That was a
poor little piece of woman-flesh."

" As you're going, Claude/' sai i Miss Wellings, " don't
you forget them biscuits of mine which you never brought
yesterday. You can easily make time to ride up to the
shop on your bike/*

He found time soon after eleven. By then the fury in
which he had left the breakfast-table was dead, and for the
first time since his meeting with Emily he began seriously
to survey his position. He considered himself the victim of
fate, unfairly hiwtad down. Just when his love fa&d